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THE CBA YON 



A SUMMER DAY. 

The constellations are shrinking back ; 

Brighter and brighter the gleamy east ; 
Night has left but her glimmering track ; 

Soon will glitter a dazzling feast, 
Gladdening earth with its daily sight, 
Deity's smile ! Light, glorious Light ! 

Dusky objects are creeping out, 

Shaded late to a general hue ; 
Dwellings are grouping themselves about ; 

Woodlands are breaking in spots to view; 
But a misty blank is the lurking hill, 
And dark is tbe distant mountain still. 

Outlines, nearest, are sharply cut 
Bow on the grey ; the tree shows leaves; 

From its background elm this crouching hut 
Its little chimney again receives. 

Cattle are picked out over the field, 

And coverts to bushes, slowly yield. 

Boses in silver-blue are o'er ; 

Amber is melting the dreamy grey ; 
The east hill blazes — a moment more — . 

Up is the crescent — the orb of day. 
Earth on her forehead receives his kiss 
Bursts into music, and all is bliss. 

Merriment echoes — a fairy child, 

With head all tresses and violet eye, 
Borne on a torrent of laughter wild, 

Quick as a swallow wing, flashes by. 
Twin she seems to the jocund day, 
Darting along in her beam-like play. 

The sun mounts higher ; rich yellows and darks 
Chequer the earth ; swift insects gleam ; 

Clouds glide over like silver barques ; 
Gemmed, like the milky-way, shines the stream ; 

And glancing birds thread thicket and tree 

Into a tangle of melody. 

The kine are scattered across the field ; 

Flocks are strewing their flakes between ; 
Beats of the air the aspens wield 

Until they gljtter in pearly sheen. 
The maple throbs, but the lordly oak 
Deigns not a stir of his dark green cloak. 

Toil is forth in its strong pursuits. 

Tgie scythe is gleaming; the workshop hums ; 
The street is living ; the engine shoots ; 

Bumbles tbe air like distant drums ; 
Deep pulsations of restless Life 
Eagerly urging its mighty strife. 

See in the west a leaden mass 

Dropping its ladder upon the plain ! 
The next, and sparkles, like shivered glass, 

Glance on the vision — the summer rain — 
But scarce it shines ere it melts away, 
Leaving more fragrant and fair the day. 

Oh ! lovely maiden, with clustered brow 
Making the radiant air more bright ! 

Life is an Eden around thee now, 
Gemmed with blossoms and rich with light. 

Transient sorrow may draw thy tears 

But melting, brighter thy life appears. 
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Noon ; the east is a lucid blue ; 

Full of sparkles the middle air; 
The south is merged in a pallid hue, 

With high-peaked clouds of coppery glare ; 
Earth, by the glimmering heat oppressed, 
Languidly sinks to a transient rest. 

The near field wavers ; the hillside basks ; 

The mountain is blurred with a shining haze ;",' 
Drooping, even the aspen asks 

A sigh in vain to relieve the blaze.- - 

His horn exultant the locust stops ; 
Down the wire-nerved grasshopper drops. 

The cattle, scattered at morn, are grouped.. 

Some are deep in the shady pool ; 
Some in cavernous nooks have stooped, 

Teased with the flies that swarm the cool. 
The sheep.have clambered the ledges bare, 
Pantingly striving to catch the air. 

Toil, in the village, has ceased to ply ; 

The mill's vast wheel like a painting shows ; 
Sparks from the anvil no longer fly ; 

The wagoner's loosened horses doze. 
Even the urchins playspell keep 
By the school's worn porch, as if half asleep. 

Hanging his scythe, the mower seeks 

The grass gold-dotted, with smiling cheer ; 

Patting his little one's rosy cheeks, 
The frolicsome spaniel crouching near, 

That, while the couple partake their fare, 

Wistfully asks and receives his share. 

Man of the forehead marked with thought, 
' Many the visions that lure thee on! 
Hope has ever her temples wrought, 

Bright in thy youth, but waxing wan. 
Truth for the moment smites thine eye 
All thy energies fainting lie. 

Sunset ; the light has a deepened tone ; 

Blue-black shadows the scene invest ; 
Eioher the first than at noon-day shone, 

Lighter the last than the morn possessed. 
Hills are kindled to gold-green flame ; 
Helmets of yellow the tree-tops claim. 

Hues break out in the western air, 
As if the seraphs that guard the night, 

Waiting its coming, were clustered there, 
Casting tints from their pinions bright: 

Sheen, like a pillar, is shooting high, 

Forming their way from the upper sky. 

The colors vanish, and zodiac rays 

Fan-like spread to the star of eve 
Its pearl-white turning to golden blaze 

As slowly the amber light takes leave. 
The grey-blue blushes with rose o'erhead, 
Then night's first umber around is shed. 

Badiant with years, oh ! holy sage, 

Deeper thy feith at thy near repose ! 
Lighter the shades of thy pilgrimage 1 

Foretaste of heaven, hues deck thy close - 
And waiting seraphs will guide thy way 
Through mortal night to immortal day. 
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